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J. 


| ASTE away, ye Bat-fowlers, to CREWE's let's reſort; 
Spread your nets all to-night, and I'll warrant you ſport ; 
For I know of a Bevy that's juſt met together, 

A flock of fine birds there, and all in full feather. 


| II. 

Philoſophers tell us that Man is a creature, 
That walks on two legs, and unfeather'd by nature; 
But Woman a form more delightful aſſumes, 
And our Fair-ones are nought but a bundle of plumes. | 1 

| III. 1 tj f 
The Feather, they ſay, is an emblem deſign'd | 
Of the ſex's light nature that veers with the wind ; 
And the different colours are laid on their wings, 


To ſhow us that Women are changeable things. | | j 


IV. 
Obſerve how white, yellow, blue, purple, and red, 
All the tints of the rainbow are pinn'd to one head: 8 
For Feathers they ranſack the air, earth, and ſea; : 
And a Lady's rout looks like—a menagerie. 7 
B : So 


( 2 ] 
V. 
So cloſely they ſtick, you wou'd 1 when you ſee” em, 


; They had all made a party to rob the Muſeum ; 
Or, to feather their neſts well, and make their heads ae 


N Had croſs d 21-466 aan and agar d "Y Lever. 
= . M. 
If below Phe fair * this faſhion 8 d had, 
| And the body be plumed as well the head ; 
| It would puzzle Buffon in what genus to place, 
l Or what Species allot to this new feather'd race. 
2 „ - 4-: | 9 57 | 
Who Enos but our Dis,” (we have ſeen ſtranger things) 
When they once have got feathers, may make themſelves WINGS; 
| Like our ſwallows in winter, may ſoon take their flight, 
| And bid all their lovers and huſbands ö 
| | VIII. ä | 
Let's away ME to CREWE's in purſuit of the Fair; 
We may fling a net oer em, and catch em all there: 
Then mingling together, we'll join the gay throng ; 
For you're in full feather, and I'm in full ſong. 
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A N EW - INL LA iD; 
To the Tune of * Fill about the briſk Bowl.” 
E Vot'rics of Pleaſute, ſo frolick and gay, 
To whom ſullen Care is unknown ; 


To Maſking and Revels fair CREwtE points the W 
And n Io here the Bon Ton. 


Bon 7 On, &c. 


Here "ERC Apa her high Plumes to our view, 


Here all her bright Feathers are ſhown ; 
Though none of them wave on the treſſes of Crews, 


Yet ſhe to each heart gives the Ton. 


See DEvoNsHIRE nodding her plumes in the air 
From Venus ſhe's borrow'd her zone: 

With wonder and rapture to gaze on this Fair, 
Ev'ry ſenſe muſt confeſs is Bon Ton. 


The bluſhes of Hebe in CRAven difplay'd 
More freſh than the roſe that's juſt blown : 
Her frolicks and whimſies fo pleaſing are made, 

They quickly become the Ben Tor. | 


On SerToNn and BouvxRIH who feaſts his fond eye, 
Will ſoon find his heart not his own: 
To conquer his paſſion, ah ! why ſhou'd he try ? 
To love them, he'll find, is Bon Ton. 
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If lips vermeil · tinctur d, and teeth iv ry white, 
Excite in your breaſt a ſoft moan; 

Of SrANRHO RE and BarRYMoRE fly from ho _ 
Refu _ with them are Bon Ton. 


Who 3 and JERSEY unmov d can behold. 
Muſt ſure be as dull as a drone: 

To theſe his ſoft paſſion none dare to > unfold— 
There filence in love is Ban Tor. 


The peeviſh old prude, who our paſtime decries, 
And cants out her ſpleen with a groan ; 

Such folly we'll pity, ſuch cenſure deſpiſe— 
To ſcorn her ſhall be the Bon Tor. 


No lolling, no yawning, no FRED. ennui, 
No heart cold and hard as a ſtone; 

Theſe modiſb infirmities here you ſha'n't ſee, 
They here cannot be the Bon Ton. 


Here Faſhion with Reaſon for once ſhall unite, | 
And Wit ſhall attend at her throne ; 
True Taſte ſhall embelliſh the feaſt of this . 


And, ſummon'd by CREW, —give the Ton. 
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O Revels CRtwt now points the way, 
We come in Maſquerade : 
We Bacchanals her call obey, | | 
For Pleaſure is our trade. | 5 
When a maſting we will go, &c. | 


If Dancing be in faſhion, 
You here ſhall nei er fit ſtill ; 
If Love's your fav'rite paſſion, 
You here may take your fill. 
: | MN ben a maſking, &c. 
Ve feather'd Belles, and ſighing Beaux, 
Who grace this gorgeous Ball, 
Though high ye bound on frolick toes, 
Ve ſoon may get a fall. | | 
| When a maſking, &c. | 
| Behold each Fair in feathers dreſs'd, 
Like filver Cyntbia bright L 
But try them, and you'll find, at beſt, | | i 
Their hearts as feathers light. | 
When a maſting, &c. 
'Q And 


And ſilken tops now in their prime, 
Who flirt and dance about; 
How few there are who dance in time! 
Moſt dance themſelves quite out. | 
7 When a maſking, &c. 
Your chapeau brave, your nodding plumes, 
Red heels and milk-white hoſe, 
Your languid airs, and ſtrong perfumes, 
But prove that you are Beaux. TT, 
| When a maſking, &c. 
And Beaux, without love's pleaſing air, 
Were nought in days of yore; 
Sans them a Beau will ſoon turn Bear, 
w a Boa.  i/ 

When a maſting, &c. 
Then love and laugh, drive care away, | | 
To hail this midnight hour, 

Made brighter far than brighteſt day 
With Beauty's magic power. | 
When a maſking we will go, &c. 
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A VERY NEW BLEELESLY 


To the Tune of ** The Life of « Fovial Beggar.” 
we + 
SONG is aſk'd——what ſhall it be ? 
Of Politics, Plays, or Weather, 
Or ſomething airy, light and free? 
Well, what's more light than a Feather ? 
G HO 
Ye ſhining Throng that grace this night, 
Bear a part in the Chorus together; 
When a Feather's the Chorus, ſure the Burthen ts light! 
For what is more light than a Feather? 
II. 
A Feather's the Thing, quite 4-propos, 
So pray let us ſing about it: 
Of old it adorn'd the head of each Bean, 


And now the Belles can t do without it.----- 
CHORUS. Ye ſhming. Ti e, &c. 
III. 


You'll ſee the Fair, where er you go, 
Though taper and thin as a lath, Sir, 
With Feathers nodding to and fro', 
Like plumed Knights of the Bath, Sir.---- 
CHORUS, Ye aut Throng, &c 


IV. Amongſt 


Thus joining, like the feather'd choir, | 


1 1 
. 
Amongſt us Men (in ancient wars, 
When ſtrife aroſe between us,) 
Plumes nodded on the head of Mars; 
Now Mars has refign'd em to Venus. | 


CHORUS. Ye fbining Throng, &c. 


| ; "a 
Ye Huſbands, to your Wives be kind, 
Nor keep em too cloſe to their tether ; 
By truſting you gain on a generous mind, 
And thus you'll avoid the Bull's Feather. 


CHORUS. Ye /bining Throng, &c. 


VI. 


In chorus all together 
Whilſt harmleſs mirth and joy inſpire, 
We all are Birds of a Feather. 
CHORUS. Ye ſhining Throng, &c. 
VII. | 
What happy creatures can you ſee 
Throughout this earthly ſpace, Sir, 
So careleſs, airy, gay, and free, | 
As 1s the feather'd race, Sir? 
| EE = DK US$, 
Then let your dreſs reſemble theirs ; 
Ye plumed Nymphs, come hither : 
This happy night forget your cares, 
And each Heart be as light as a Feather ! 
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S Venus one day, in a hurry for drefling, 
FJove's dinner-bell ringing, and time very preſſing) 
Call'd aloud for the Gr acts—no GRAces were there; 
They were gone on a viſit to Grofuenor- Square. 
Dame Venus, enrag'd, fell a curſing and ſwearing, 
(Which ſhock'd all the Gods that ſtood within hearing) 
Then call'd for her coachman to harneſs her Doves, 
Vowing vengeance againſt the poor Girls and their Loves. 
She hunted the City ten thouſand times o'er, 
But never could find them, till ſtopp'd at CKREWE's door 
By Cupid, who, juſt at his Mother's approach, 

Was handing a Beauty from out of her coach 
She follow'd the Beauty quite up to the room; 
But then what a rage did her boſom conſume, 
To ſee the fair Nymphs of Great Britain excel 
Her, who paſs'd for the Beauty of Heaven and Hell! 
They had got the poor GRaces quite into the middle, 
And were dancing them round to the ſound of the fiddle : 
The Cyprian Dame, who of theſe Three ſo proud is, 
Found they look'd, at this Ball, like a parcel of dowdies ; 
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For by turns they were waiting on JERSEY and Dx vo N, 
On Sg TON and BouvrRIR, on CARLISLE and CRAVEN. 


In ſhort, the fair Goddeſs ſome time ſtood confounded, FO 
And thought that ſhe was by a Dozen ſurrounded : 
« Which are mine of theſe Gxacrs ?” ſhe cry'd in a {cans 
And ſcolded—like any fine Lady of Faſhion : 

Her ſcolding ſoon caus'd in the Graces a furry, | 

And low on their knees they dropp'd down in a hurry: 

% Forgive us, good Goddeſs,” then quickly they cry'd ; 

« For Beauty to Beauty ſo near is ally'd, 

« That this houſe for Jove's Palace by us may be taken, 
And Women for goddeſſes oft' are miſtaken : 

« We ſaw one in the Part, whom we took for you; 

« We follow'd her home—and you ſe it is Cxewe !” 


The Goddeſs was angry, and did not dare own it, 


But thought ſhe would c'en put a good face upon it: 

« You may ſtay then,” ſhe cry'd; for I won't dreſs to- day; ; 
Then ſmil'd on the Ball, and ſoon fled away; 

But wept out of envy, as other Gods ſay. 


VERSES 
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„ EP 8 8 
Preſented at Mrs. CRE WE's BALL, 


To the Hon. Mrs. BO UVERI E, 


* 


Juſt arrived in Town. 


ES Plaiſirs sem preſſent a paroitre 

Au moment que vous paroiſſez; 
Et je les vois chez moi renaitre, 
Des le jour que vous arrivez. 


Chere Amie, recevez la Fete 
Que mon Cœur vous a prepare 

En ſortant de votre retraite ; 
C'eſt Thommage de TAmitie. 


De cette Menotte enfantine 

Prenez fans crainte ce Bouquet; 
Vous pourriez douter a ſa mine 

De quelque niche qu'on vous fait. 


Mais à genoux il vous ſupplie, 
Quoique d'Amour il ait les traits, 
De recevoir, charmante Amie, 
Cet Hommage de I Amitie. | 
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